Birthday Offering
What shall i offer Thee., my Love and Lord ?
My heart and myse'f are Thin^ what have I
TO rmke an offering ? A neatared word?
Vlyseif ? A o'eadiri3 haart ? A aaming sigh ?
Or what ? For look !  a neotared word Thy name,
Myself am not myself, a bleeding heart-
Thine own, a burning sigh-that heart's. But shame
Bids me; shy queens I know not what they part.
But soft ! A wreath of basil leaves
i shall make for Thy Lotus-feet,
Thou dine with me tonight these loaves
With milk, cream, and butter sweet.
Then upon my lap shalt Thou lie,
And I shall sing till heart-strings break
Thy name-this be Thy iuliaby-
Sleep Master-sleep, let not day brqak.